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iedy was slantling m'lh, 

vay and told her the President! 
vas dead. 

I “I'm all right,” she said. 

I understand; may I go to him.’, 
j Nurses and doctors comA 
menced plucking out the tubes’ 
and wires in his body. 

It was IP. M. . 

Secret Service agents tele*; 
phoned Oneal, Inc., funeral difl 
rectors, and told the proprietor'-P 
V. B. Oneal, to bring a casket! 
‘the best” he had, and they adE® 
monished him not “under any? 
circumstances” to divulge theffif 


by a justice of the peace 
rting a “Record of Death” 
which contains the phrase, 
>odv released by . . 

It was after this phrase, said I 
Rose, that a justice of the] 
ieace’s name should go. 

"The law is the law,” he said.l 
! Who knows anything about the] 
-ajectories of these bullets — or] 
many bullets were 
ired. or how many bullets the 
'resident has in him — all vital 
he man we are going 
this?” 

Casket Moved 


cost. 

Paper Shroud 

in the bronze, 

around with m ar °und ( and 'brown velvet-lined casket, 
ground witn gauze until his This C neal and his two <u- 

fcis whole%ac^w« d co^ ^ °!f 
|«e had been dad ' W * r 


vwv agt-uis in two brown 
, #.per bags^his personal effects 
1 -*-a wallet and a couple of let- 
rs from his coat — were put in 
manila envelope and "taken 

jif Also taken was the hospital 
jjlpcord on John Fitzgerald Ken- 
|edy, which had grown to al- 
lost ten pages in a half hour. 
“They cleaned us out,” said 
hospital spokesman. 

^ "We don’t have a scrap of 

f ' aper at the hospital about the 
resident,” said Dr. Rose. “It’s 
as if he had never been.” 


covered. first with a rubber sheet and 

teS* p-p«^"«l;3rh^fvSS 


■ Back at the scene, the sniper 
shots had sent the crowd surg- 
ing back toward the book ware- 
house. 

Rush to Building 

Patrolman M. E. Baker rushed 
for the main door of the build- 


jOneal. 

f Oneal and two of his attend- 
jants rolled the casket into] 
; Trauma One, where Mrs. Ken- 
I ned - v was standing at her hus- 
band’s head. 


r -all against the possibility 
j bf further bleeding. ] 

•I As Secret Service agents gave j 
Jnc order to bring the casket i 
put from Trauma One, Dr. Rose 
||ntervencd. 

Oneal waited there perhaps'! “It was embarrassing,” said 
20 minutes, he said, after tiicijpr. Rose, "and I knew’ mv posi- 
agents toid him they wouMjJion was virtually untenable, 
come back to tel! him when '.o '-Jiut I was going to insist on the 
nut the President in the casket. law." 

Mrs. Kennedy took a plain •? ' Again, he cited his claim that 
gold band from her finger, lie the body had not been released, 
said, and slipped it on the ■ ”-t held up the entourage for 
President’s finger. few minutes,” he said. 

Remarking that the r im» v;as : A The casket was wheeled back 
dangling from the tio o'- -ro ^ {0 Tr:,urna ^ ne - 
President’s finger and nr Mit -et' ” 11 wa s at this juncture that 
“lest off.” Oneal asked" if -Justice of the Peace Theran 
might push K farther 'PWard said he called several per- 

“Ycs, please,” she said. Oneal ! Dal,a ? £? un . ty! 

did. :f>$berifr Bill Decker ana District; 

^Attorney Henry Ward — to ask; 
advice. 


r 


impute Over Body 


Traur 


Hr 




■cords Le 


University of Nebraska 1 
^chool. said that if ‘ 
J (procedure under the la . 
•if So be followed the body 
|t>e a.utopsied here, th 

said that in his 
y sltould not be ri 
the autopsy 




j president but whoever" ■ , 
I charged with his assassination.” j J 
|f However, Dr. Rose — from all >!* 
Recounts, including his own— L 
Wvas not adamant on this point.'] t 


- >r - '-hse said, however, that 
'?•' , st:! * protested the "illegal- 
ity. arguing that the release 
r.o: li'.vii- uroph.-iy cone.” 
Again the Secret Service 
j agents directed Oneal to bring 

i He did so, Mrs. Kennedy still 

I by the President’s head. ' 

I I Ross said he called after 

“You can’t take that , body; 
hasn't been released.” . 

At that moment, he said, the 
tsket wa s disappearing into 


ing. 

“Where’s the stairway?” . he 
shouted at Truly. , 

“Come on with me,” . Truly' 
said, running across the first 
floor toward, the rear of the 
building. 

, Truly thought the shots had 
come from across the park near 
the railroad yards. To him they : 
sounded like . “a toy cannon 
being fired.” 

He had been standing almost 
directly under the sniper’s win- . 
dow. 

j Truly and the officer raced up . 
] the steps. 

The patrolman went into a 
second-floor hallwav where 
there is an I8-by-20 foot lunch- 
room for employes. It - has 
; chairs, tables and vending ma- 
j chines. 

<1 Oswald was standing near a. 
[Coke machine. ■ “Do you work 
5 : here.” the patrolman-shouted at. 
t Oswald,, _ thrusting... -his . gun 

, Oswald Startled 

Oswald appeared startled by 
the gun. 

Truly, who was racing ahead 
of the ofifeer, turned around to 
foiiow him into the lunchroom. 

“Is this man an employe 
here?” Baker asked. 

“Yes he is,” Truly said. 

They continued their race up 
the steps to the seventh and top 
floor. 

The rifle — a Carcano with 
Mauser-type bolt .action mech- 
anism and a clip magazine — 
was found hidden between car- 
tons of books near a crudely 
lettered sign in red and white 
reading: “Stairway.” 


second floor encounter with the 
policeman. 

Three spent cartridge casings 
were found near the window. A 
single cartridge was still in the 
chamber of the rifle. The safety 
was off. It would have taken 
1 only the press of a sniper’s fin- 
ger on the trigger to fire it 

There has been speculation 
that the gunner was getting 
ready to fire a fourth time when 
the limousine finally sped away. 

Truly left the officer to his 
hurried searching and returned 
to the first floor where officers 
were, trying to assemble the 
building’s employes for a quick 
head count. 

As Truly was returning to the 
first floor, Oswald . was seen 
Sping out the back door which 
wads to Pacific av. 

^Deputy Sherif TRoger D, Crai g 


m n him leave. 1 
pi Pacific av. 

Boards Bus 

Six blocks away, Oswald 
knocked on the door of a Dallas 
transportation bus driven by C. 
J. McWatters. The bus was 
headed west toward the book 
warehouse. 

. “This isn’t a regular stop.” 
j McWatters said, “but I’ll let you 

Oswald said nothing. 

People in the bus were shout- 
ing that something had hap- 
pened to the President. 

, "I’ll bet someone’s shot the 
: President.” a teen-ager said 
with a laugh. 

A man in the stalled traffic 
ahead of the bus, which moved 
only one block after Oswald go: 
on, camn back to inform Mc- 
Watters that the President had 
indeed been shot. 

“I just heard it on my car 

Oswald got. up from his sea: 
and asked the driver for a trans* 

McWatters handed him a yel- 
low transfer ticket and let Os- 
wald off in the middle of the 
block. 


He Takes Taxi 

Oswald next showed up 
blocks to the south at the 
stand at the Greyhound bus! 



